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I CAME OVER 1 UUST A SLIGHT HEART 
AS SOON AS I "S ATTACK, DAN -BUT SHE 
HEARD, DR. RYAN.' ) BROUGHT IT ON HERSELF.' 
HOW IS MY <WHY SHE INSISTS ON 
GRANDMOTHER? J LEAVING THAT WHEEL 
CHAIR WITH SERVANTS 
TO DO HER BIDDING, 
I'LL NEVER KNOW.' 



GOSH SAKES, GRAM, YOU HAD ME 
WORRIED! WHY DO YOU INSIST 
ON DISREGARDING THE 
DOCTOR'S ORDERS? J GRACIOUS, 

YOU DON!T . NO! WHY, 

WANT TO ] /I WANT TO STAY 
DIE, DO / ! ON THIS OLD 
YOU? J^*\ EARTH AS 
LONG AS 
CAN. 



THEN WHY DON'T 
YOU TAKE THINGS 



MAYBE — 
THAT'S WHY 



EASY? DON'T 

YOU REALIZE 

YOU'RE 

PRACTICALLY" 

TEMPTING 

DEATH? 



^3 



I DO IT.' YOU 
SEE, DANNY, I-I'VE 
GOT A CERTAIN 
INTEREST IN 
DEATH! IN FACT- 
HIS WIFE IS 
ONE OF MY 
OLDEST 
FRIENDS! 



Ul 



WHAT! l-VO BETTER 

SET THE DOCTOR AGAIN - 

you're DELIRIOUS! 





" I wRSM't « moment too soon! It took all my 
control to make my voice calm — " 



WHY. ANNETTE I 
is THIfMi 

WAY TO TREAT 
AN DID 

FRIEND? 





"It happened 
many times- 
these strange, 
unexplained 
departures! 

/tod he'd 

remain 
Silent when 
he returned, 

offering 

no apology, 

no answers 

to my 

questions! 

Finally, 
one 
day-" 



HE'S LEAVING ME -AGAIN! i- 
I CAN'T STAND IT ANY LONGER— 

I'M GOING TO FOLLOW 
HIM! I'VE GOT TO 
KNOW WHY HE DOES 
THIS, WHERE rt^- 
HE GOES.' ,_ ^Sffpp. 



" He didn't see me as J followed, close behind! 
Suddenly he Stepped from the curb, touched 
an old street sweeper on the shoulder— " 




a. The old man was - DEAPf Pierre turned to 
leave, and I caught a glimpse of his face. lord 
help me, it wasn't a face! IT WAS ~* " 




"That was it -IMAGINATION - brought an, 
perhaps, by my illness! I never mentioned 
it to Pierre -and it was shortly after that 
that we were married! " 



CONGRATULATIONS TO YOU, MAPAME, ANP A 
; SAME TO YOU, MONSIEUR -- WHY, WHERE J 

is he? he's gone- < 
disappeared! 





* Horror- stricken, I fled to my hotel! COULD 
I BELIEVE WHAT I HAD BEEN? 



THATOLPMAN-HE-- 

DIED -WHEN PIERRE 
TOUCHED HIM! 
ANP then PIERRE'S 
FACE- A GRINNING 
SKULL! WAS it 
TRUE? Pip IT 
REALLY happen 
THAT WAV- 
OR PIP I 
IMAGINE 




"He never came 

back! 

J waited- 

and 
gradually, 

feeling 

that 

I was 

involved 

in some 

monstrous, 

horrible 

situation 

settled 

over 

ne!" 



I NEVER 

realized it 
before - but 
i know practically 
nothing about 
him; where oid 
he come from? how 
does he earn his 
living? who-who 
HAVE 1 MARRIED?, 



L ^<|1 



"My nerves at the breakingpoiwt, I rushed 
up to the hotel clerk -- " 




MADAME MUST BE JOKING -- 
OR ELSE SOMEONE IS JOKING 
WITH MADAME?/ I TAKE IT 
THAT YOU DO NOT 
UNDERSTAND FRENCH --? 




*The awful words' struck at my heart: with 
a shock that my weakened physique could 
■not withstand! J reeled from the hotel.." 





"J was going 
down. DOWN 
"tumbling 
through the 
awful depths 
from which 
there was 
■no return! 

My last 

thought 
was for my 
loved one, 

Pierre- 

if only 
I could have 
Seen him once 
■more, while 
1 still lived! 

Then- ,„ 
DARKNESS!" 



"Was this-DEATH? Then why, long after, 
did I have the power of thought -of HEARING? 

And the words T heard— " 





WAIT! NOW I KNOW/ IT- IT'S 
THE ANSWER TO EVERYTHING/ 
By ALL PHYSICAL LAWS, I AM 
DEAD- BUT THERMS ONE 
MOH6 STEP BEFORE UTTER 
EXTINCTION/ DEATH 
HIMSELF «UST TOUCH 
ME.' AND THAT 
HE'LL NEVER DO- 
BECAUSE I'M HIS 

WIFE.' 



"The horror ofii all burned searingly into my 
brain.' An awful panic upon we, I leaped 
from the Slab -~» 





mmwm 




I GUESS THAT BEARS YOU \ I HAVEN'T REALLY BEEN 
OUT, GRANDMA/ BUT ANYWAY. [TEMPTING HIM, SILLY/ 
PROMISE ME THAT YOU'LL- ->IT'S JUST THAT I CAN'T 
WELL, QUIT TEMPTING DEATH ) STAND HAVING THOSE 
TO PAY yOU A VISIT/ ^SERVANTS HOVERING 
^^ OVER ME I DEATH WILL 

r-^ ^/JPMi CALL 0N Me WHEN HE ' S 

•* 7mm GOOD AND READY, AND 
NOT BEFORE/ NOW, 
GOOD NIGHT, 
DANNY/ 



HEY! WOMAN PISAPPEARS IN BIG 
MYSTERY-' PARIC POLICE BAFFLED/ 
EXTRA! LATE EDITION HERE! 
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Wft 



! *»*^| 






*« 



Will, 
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GUESS THAT PROVES THAT HE GETS AROUND ^> 
TO A££ OF US SOMETIME J LIKE GRAM SAYS- 

WHEN HE'S GOOD AND READY! 




WITH HIS 

J6T-PR0P6LL6D BIK6 




DEPUTY U. S. ROYAL AND THE 
BIKE CLUB BOYS ARE ABOUT 
TO MOVE ON, WHEN SUDDENLY... 



ROYAL JETS OFF AFTER 
THE ESCAPED LION... 




AND SOON. 



I SHUDDER TO THINK 
WHAT MIGHT HAVE 
HAPPENED IF YOU 
HADN'T GOTTEN TO 
THAT LION 
IN TIME/ vamm 



I'M MIGHTY GLAD 

I WAS RIDING ON 

U.S. ROYALS ...THEY 

ALWAYS SAVE TIME/ 




BOYS, WHEN YOU'RE RIDING ON U. S 
ROYAL BIKE TIRES, YOU CAN BE 
SURE YOUR WHEELS ARE EQUIPPED 
FOR SPEED PLUS SAFETY/ DON'T 
TAKE CHANCES... GET THE TIRE 
WITH THE BUILT-IN SKID CHAIN/ 





'AT TOP SPEED, WHEN TOP CONTROL 
COUNTS, YOU CAN COUNT ON U.S. 
ROYALS, WITH THEIR BUILT-IN SKID 
CHAIN/"... SMS U.S. ROYAL. 



IF YOU WANT TO GET THE MOST WEAR 
OUT OF A TIRE, GET THE TIRE WITH 
THE MOST WEAR BUILT INTO IT... GET 
U.S. ROYAL BIKE TIRES, with that 
BUILT-IN SKID CHAIN. 



(Dos* \m 

BIKE TIRES 



Products of 
UNITED STATES RUBBER COMPANY 




PROFESSOR Howard Blake opened 
the letter he had just received from his 
old friend. Dr. Montague, and began 
reading: 

"Dear Howard 

I am writing this to you because you 
are the only one who will believe me — 
and the only one who can take steps to 
eradicate the awful thing that has been 
let loose upon the earth. And Howard, 
I am not exaggerating when I say awful, 
for all of earth is threatened by an im- 
mensely powerful and incredibly evil 
thing — but let me start from the begin- 
ning. 

It all started last week. As you know, 
not many people come to my astronomical 
observatory, because of its high altitude 
and isolation, situated as it is high in the 
Rockies. And so I was surprised when 
a lone prospector visited me, bringing a 
strange cylindrical object that he said 
had flashed down from the heavens and 
buried itself near his mining shack. He 
abruptly deposited it in front of my feet 
and hastily departed, as if he actually 
feared the thing. Upon examination, it 
proved to be curiously light for an ob- 
ject of its size, and all efforts to open it 
or crack its strangely resilient shell were 
fruitless. 

The mystery of the cylinder grew as 
I unsuccessfully tried to determine its na- 
ture or origin. I finally gave up, resolved 
to conduct more extensive tests on it in 
the morning. 

But that night, I awoke with an eerie 
feeling of a strange presence in my room. 
I flipped on the light — and instantly, a 
swirling, greenish, slimy thing enveloped 
me. For a moment, I was paralyzed by 
the sheer horror of its ghoulish touch — 
and then I found I n»as paralyzed. Creep- 



ing tentacles of slime, had penetrated my 
skin and reached my nerves, rendering 
me utterly helpless. And then, when the 
tentacles reached my brain and the thing 
began projecting thoughts into my mind, 
I had a glimpse of the most fiendishly evil 
intelligence in the entire universe! 

The thing 'told' me not to resist its 
probings of my brain; that it had come 
from a far-off star after conquering world 
after world, and that after it had sucked 
my brain dry of every scrap of knowl- 
edge, it would know how to deal with 
this world — which was next on its sched- 
ule of conquest! 

I tried resisting by blanking out my 
mind, but it was no use — and the next 
thing I knew, hours later, I was alone. 
I staggered to my feet, wondering why 
the thing had abandoned its victim. And 
then, as a lightning flash seared the heav- 
ens, I £nen» why — I knew its fatal weak- 
ness! 

The storm is over now, and I must 
hurry and write down what I have dis- 
covered — so that jjou will know the se- 
cret of its weakness — and warn the whole 
world to be ready for its coming when 
it is through with me. I have locked the 
door of my room, but the thing may come 
upon me at any moment, may even cut 
me off in the middle of a sentence, so I 
will tell you right now that — " 

"But ... but the letter ends there!" 
exclaimed Professor Blake. "I don't un- 
derstand it — if the thing did stop him 
.from finishing the letter, how did he mail 
it? And how — •' 

Professor Blake broke off and stared 
in horror as a swirling, slimy, greenish 
thing emerged from the envelope the let- 
ter had come in. 
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NOW GET THIS' NO 
MATTER WHAT YOUR MUMBD-dUMBD MAGICIANS 
THINK- I'M THE ONE WHO SAYS WHETHER YOU LIVE 
DR DIE/ ANO WHILE YOU LIVE, YOU HUNT -AND WHILE 
YOU HUNT -YOU CATCH IVORY FOR CONGO SMITH.' 
THERE'S JUST ONE POWER IN RUANDA - HERE! 



\J~-> 



T 



YOU 'EARD MM.' 

START 
TRACKIN'f 



Jghe trading post of Smith and Gubhins was located deep in Ruanda- the one 
remaining part of Africa that knew neither map-makers, missionaries, 
nor military police .' Dozens of native elephant hunters had bun merci- 
lessly flogged or shot to death for trying to hide tusks from Smith and 
Gubbins - because they traded in ivory, and nothing else mattered - either 
in this world , or beyond J But what 'BEYOND'' can mean •- what creeping 
terror it can hold -- was something the partners had yet to learn » 



,1 It* ^ 



POWER! IN FISTS THAT COULD SHATTER 
COCONUTS ~ POWER IN RHINOCEROS- 
HIDE WHIPS ANO GLEAMING SIDE ARMS.' 
BUT WAIT... 



? A 



. anp HERE 
HAAGHJ THEME'S ) the kinp the 

THE KINP OF POWER / WORLP UNDER- 
THESE VERMIN ^y STANDS - IVORY! 

UNPERSTANP, ) HEAPS OF IT, CDN60-- 
tlMStf / TONS OF IT -- AND 

MORE TO COME! 



crak! 



ANO IF NYOKO, THE WITCH DOCTOR, COULD 
LISTEN - AND SOME SAY HE COULD ALWAYS 
LISTEN -HE WOULD NOD SLOWLY IN THE 
BLUISH MURK OF HIS HUT.' YES, THERE 
WAS MORE TO COME! A STRANGE, 
STRANGE POWER... AND STRANGE.STRANGE 
IVORY... 



WAIT, CONGO! WAIT, LIMEY.' IT STARTS 
HERE - IN THIS MOMENT! ... 



BU7ZARDS.' BLAST THEIR EYES, 
THERE'S BEEN A KILL MAPE - AND 

MO IVORY REPORTED! 




QREATHING HARD, CONGO AND LIMEY 

STPOOE INTO THE JUNGLE •• AND 

THERE ■■ 



The blighters \ i want to save 

SAWEP THE TUSKS \JUST ONE OF 'EM.' 

OFF! CHEAT/*/', I WANT TO SAVE 

THAT'S WOT ./HIM ANPBEAT HIM 

IT IS .' rr TO WITHIN AN INCH 

OF HIS LIFt • UNTIL 

HE TALKSI 




■&-J. 



THAT MUMBLIN" WITCH 
DOCTOR'S UP TO NO GOOD, 
CONGO! HE'S USIN' THOSE 
TUSKS FOR THAT HEATHEN 
MAGIC OF HIS-- THAT'S 
WOT.' 




NO NATIVE DARED APPROACH WORD'S HUT... BUT SMITH 
AND GUBBINST THEY SNEERED- THEY HAD POWER! 



elephants that dwell in the realm of the mist vi 
Gods - elephants that the white man has forced 
us to hill - forgive us! great ones of the jungle - 
a6ain hydro burns the hew moon sacrifice ! 
abain hyoho offers the smoke 

of powdered ivorf! ^/ grinding up tusks all 

this while, hah -tusks 

that should be ours! 

that's all i wanted 

TO HEAR! 




AGAIN AND AGAIN THE BLACU WHIP THUDDED DOWN -AND 
THE SMOKE OF POWDERED IVORY SWIRLED OVER THE 
BATTERED FORM OF NVDUO... 




AND WHEN CONGO'S ARM GREW VRED - AND THE 
SMOKE OF POWDERED IVORY HAD DRIFTED IN FAINT 
STRANDS THROUGH THE JUNGLE - 



NYDKD SAY HE DIE -- BUT 
) ELEPHANTS WILL TAKE 
'REVENGE.' NYOKD SAY THAT 
NOW THERE IS NO ONE TO PROTECT 
YOU FROM THE ANGER OF THE 
ELEPHANTS.' THIS IS WHAT 
NYOKO SAY.' 




A MOMENT LATER- LIKE THE FAR-OFF 
HUMBLE OF HIDDEN DRUMS" 



THEN - THUPPINB FROM THE BUSH ■ 




NOT A SINGLE STRAW IN THE THATCHING OF THE 
NATIVE HUTS WAS STIRRED BY THE HEADLONB 
STAMPEDE - BUT A MOMENT LATER - 



AS THE TUSKERS WHEELED - FADING INTO 
THE BLURRED MISTS OF THE JUNGLE - 




THAT NIGHT- with cdngo ready 

TO CARRY OUT HIS THREAT — 



LOOKS LIKE A NATIVE *->. I'VE GOT AN IPEA WHY 
WITH A LANTERN, CDNGO -- ) THIS ONE'S OUT.' HE'S 
BUT 7W£y NEVER GD ^'TRACKING THAT ELEPHANT 
OUT AFTER SUNSET.' YHeRD-AHD HE WOULDN'T 
THEY'RE AFRAID J BOTHER DOING IT IF HE DIDN'T 
TO! >—*-I KNOW HOW TO REACH THE 

REALM OF THE r-~ >v 
MIST GODS! /.*J\ 



^ 




THE REALM OF 

THE MIST BODS! 

IT IS WELL, 

NYOKD«/r 

IS WELL! 




ALL THAT NIGHT, CARRYING THEIR 
HEAVY ELEPHANT GUNS, CDNGO 
AND LIMEY PUSHED THROUGH A 
SULTRY DOMAIN OF SILENCE — 
THE DARKNESS LIKE A FORMLESS 
BLACK THING THAT PROWLED 
BESIDE THEM... 



BUT WHEN THE SUN ROSE - SCREENED 
BY A THICK MATTING OF FOLIAGE — 



CAHTBEMUCH 
FURTHER.' WE'LL 
KEEP HEADING 
NORTHEAST.' 





WHY'NT THEY JIBE, 
CONGO? WHY'RE THEY 
FT3INTIN' IN DIFFERENT 
DIRECTIONS? BLIMEY 
I DDNT LIKE WIS, 
I DON'T.' 




FOUR HOURS PASSED— FOUR HOURS IN A WORLD IN 
WHICH NOTHING MOVED BUT THE MIST.' MIST WITH 
THE FAINT ACRID TOUCH OF SMOKE -'THE SMOKE 
OF POWDERED IVORY! 



NO TRACKS.' NO 
BLEEDIN' 
TRACKS/ 




BACK THERE, I MEAN, 


We're in 1 


CONGO.' THAT HERD « 


J THEDRY ^. 


STAMPED AND POUNPED 


^SEASON- > 


THROUGH THE VILLAGE - 


THE GROUND 


BUT DID YOU SEE ANy 


JwA9 CAKED J 


TRACES? THAT'S WOT 


/HARD.' NOW 


J WANT TO KUOW--/ 


STOP JABBERING 


mr DID SOU"? TT" 


IT LOOKS LIKE . 


Pir-f— ktts v 0PEN C0UNTRy i 


fflm&gfflm 


AHEAD.' M 



THEY REACHED IT SOW AFTERWARD* 
A STRICKEN EXPANSE OF SUN AND 
SCRUB - FRINGED BY HILLS THAT . 
SEEMED LOST IN THE HAZE OF TIME! 



TOGETHER - BUT WITH EACH PANTING 
MINUTE, LIMEY AND CONGO BREW 
MORE DISTANT* FARTHER APART IN 
THE STRANGE RAMBLING OF THEIR 
FEVERED THOUGHTS/ 




how far to THE REALM OF THE MIST GODS? 

CAN IT BE MEASURED BY ENDLESS FOOTSTEPS TIMED TO 
THE BEAT OF RACHING GASPS? BY THE SUN THAT 
SEEMED NEVER MOVING - AND YET ALWAYS FOLLOWING? 





How MANY MILES TO NYASA? RUNNING HIS 
FINGER POWN THE PAGE, CONGO PAUSEP—HIS 
BlDDPSHOT EYES FIXEP ON AN UNEXPECTED 
ANSWER/ , ,i.„ , , 




ANO IF NYORO WERE HERE ■■ ANP SOME SAY HE 
WAS ALWAYS HERE -HE WOULP NOP SLOWLY... 



VES. 8UCHRA •- 

LIMEy GUBBINS 
HAS QUIT.' 



SAY SOMETHING, LIMEY- KM/ 
KNOW 1 DIDN'T WEAN TO HIT 
YOU SO HARD .' BUT HERE WE'VE 
BEEN LOST LORD KNOWS HOW 
LONG, MATEY - AND THEN ON 
TOP OF IT, ALL THIS TALK.. 
about DEATH.' 




IT WAS EASIER TO HEAR THINGS, NOW THAT CONGO 
SMITH WAS ALONE... THE RAIN HISSED DOWN LIRE 
A CHORUS OF MUTEP WHISPERS -ANP THE MORS 
CONGO LISTENED ~ 




AND NOW AGAIN THE JUNGLE SWAYED 
UNDER A HEADLONG RUSH- THE 

BELLOWING CHARGE OF A MAN WHOSE 
LAST MADDENED BURST OF POWER 

LEVELED THE UNDERGROWTH IH 
HIS PATH! 



A PAINT BREEZE STIRRED THE FDUAOE- 
A BREEZE BEARING THE ACRID SMOKE OF 
POWDERED IVORY -AND HERE, WITH 
THE DULL GLEAM OF DAWN ON THEIR 
POLISHED CURVES - 

I '.'DRY... \. — _" « j'ftStjgSjNJj 





"rpTNTHIA! Whom are you talking 
to up there? Come down here this 
very minute!" 

Cynthia Amberley stepped timidly 
out of her room, clutching her doll 
tight against her heart, and stood at 
the head of the stairs, looking fearfully 
down at her cousin Roger. "I ... I was 
just talking to Uncle Jack," she stam- 
mered out, "He was telling me ghost 
stories." 

Roger glared up at her impatiently. 
"That's nonsense," he almost shouted. 
"How many times must I tell you that 
Uncle Jack has been dead a whole 
week? Now stop your fairy tales and 
come down here — hurry! Run!" 

Galvanized into action by the shout- 
ed command, Cynthia began scram- 
bling down the steep stairs as fast as 
she could, without even holding onto 
the bannisters. As she neared the step 
across which Roger had tied the thin 
but strong length of piano wire, his 
eyes took on an avid gleam. He could 
already see, in his mind's eye, Cyn- 
thia's ankle catching the wire, the hurt- 
ling little body crashing down the steep 
stairwell, the prone figure lying at the 
bottom in the unmistakable position 
of those who have died of a broken 
neck. At last he would be revenged on 
the uncle who had thwarted him out 
of an enormous inheritance, who had 
left all his wealth to this despicable 
little snip of a girl. 

Yes, he — Roger Aniberley — would 
fall heir to the family wealth as soon 
as Cynthia tripped on the — WAIT! "It 
it can't be," Roger thought in des- 
peration. "1 . . . I'm seeing things — 



that white wisp of vapor didn't sud- 
denly appear and lift Cynthia's foot 
over the wire!" 

But it must have been, for here was 
Cynthia skipping safely down the rest 
of the stairs and stopping docilely in 
front of him. Roger Amberley passed 
a shaking hand over his forehead, and 
knew that his nerves were shot — he'd 
have to get rid of the girl before he 
really went batty! And he knew the 
best, most foolproof way! 

Willingly, Cynthia accompanied him 
to the attic, where he stopped in .front 
of the huge trunk with the massive 
iron top. It took all his strength to 
pull the lid creakingly up, and then 
he said, in his most amiable voice. 
"Look inside, Cynthia. There's a sur- 
prise in there for you!" 

Eagerly, Cynthia stooped over the 
dim interior of the trunk, and just as 
Roger was about to push her, he was 
halted by her cry of delight. "Oh, 
UNCLE JACK— this is a wonderful 
surprise! But what are you doing in 
here?" 

Stunned for a moment, Roger recov- 
ered his wits and roughly pushed the 
girl aside. "Uncle Jack? — You're out 
of your mind, Cynthia! Here — let me 
see what's inside!" 

The interior of the trunk was shad- 
owy and dark, and Roger had to thrust 
his head further into it before he could 
make out what that vague, amorphous 
white shape really was. But when he 
did find out, it was too late; — for the 
grinning, wraith had reached up sud- 
denly and slammed the massive lid 
down upon him forever. 



Youve probably heard of the 
Sorcerer's Apprentice, reader- the lad 
who unwittingly released all the fiendish 
forces of the unknown -out have you 
ever heard of the MAP-MAKER who 
unknowingly brought to life ghoulish 
demons who had been dead for over 
soo years ? No? Well then, get set 
for thrills - in the strange story of 
the unearthly creatures who were 
Summoned out of the beyond 
by a MAP OF MAGIC 




Out story opens late one night in the office of David 
Jennings, one of the most brilliant young map-makers 
in the country... 




HI, DARLING -HOW'S 
MY HUSBAND-TO-BE 
TONIGHT -- DAVE! 
WHAT'S WRONG?, 



7 



DAVE, IF YOU DON'T STOP DRIVING YOURSELF 
AT SUCH A KILLING RACE, YOU'RE GOING TO END 
IIP THE SAME WAY YOUR FATHER DID- INSANE.' 
HE WAS A GREAT MAP-MAKER, TOO -BUT HE 
FINALLY CRACKED UNDER THE PRESSURE 
OF OVERWORK.' IF YOU REMEMBER, HE 
BEGAN HAVING DELUSIONS THAT HE 
COULD CREATE NEW WORLDS - 

LIKE A GOD •- MERELY BY wrrfffSSf^ 
DRAWING MAPS m HOW ' 
OF THEM WITH A 
SECRET INK.! 



YES, I REMEMBER HIS MAP BABBLING ONLY 
TOO WELL.' HE CLAIMED HE FOUND THE FORMULA 
FOR THE INK IN AN ANCIENT, FORGOTTEN BOOK 
OF ALCHEMY.' WE FINALLY PERSUADED HIM 
TD TAKE A REST 
AT OUR FAMILY 
SEASHORE HOUSE 
IN MAINE, HOPING 
THE VACATION 
WOULD RESTORE 
HIS MIND.' BUT, 
HE SUDDENLY 
DISAPPEARED 
ONE DAY- 

and we've 

NEVER S£CN 
HIM SINCE!, 




MIGHT AS WEIL TAKE ADVANTAGE OF THE 
WARM WEATHER AND WORK OUT HERE IN 
THE SUN '. NOW LET'S SEE... I HAD TROUBLE 
IN ADAPTING MY NEW TECHNIQUE TO MAPS OF 
STEEP, MOUNTAINOUS AREAS, SO I'LL JUST 
IMAGINE SUCH A TERRITORY --AND DRAW 
A TOPOGRAPHICAL MAP OF IT, AS IF IT 
REALLY 
EXISTED.' 



I LOVE WATCHING 

YOU AT WORK, 

DARLING.' I'LL 

JUST STAY UNTIL 

YOUVE FINISHED 

THISA4AP.' 




THERE, IT'S ALMOST FINISHED/ 
BUT BEFORE I COMPLETE THAT 
CLIFF, I'LL PUTIN A FOREST 
HERE, A ROAD THERE, A 
HOUSE HERE... 




But then, as Marie looks up 
from the drawing board... 



IF... IF WE SOW 
SEE IT. THEN IT 
CAN'T BE AN 
HALLUCINATION.' 
DAVE, I... I'M 
FRIGHTENED - 
7AHEMEAWAY 




DAP WASN'T INSANE- HE DID LEARN THE SECRS 
OF FORMING NEW WORLDS BY MAPPING THEM OUT 
WITH THAT SPECIAL INK HE DJSCOVERED-- 
THE INK THAT MUSTVE BEEN IN THE /EXPLORE? 

BOTTLE I UUST USED/ THIS IS r ' OH, NO, DAVE- 

THE GREATEST EVENT OF THE \ NO! THERE'S NO 
AGE -AND JUST THINK" WE'LL 1 TELLING WHO -OR 
BE THE VERY/WSJ^ TO EXPLORE /WHAT IS WAITING 




NONSENSE, DARLING -HOW 
CAN THIS AREA BE INHABITED 
WHEN IT'S JUST BEEN 
CREATED? THERE'S NOTHING 
TO BE AFRAID OF, BUT YOU CAN 
WAIT FOR ME HERE, IF YOU 
LIRE.' I'LL JUST TAKE THIS 
MAP ALONG IN CASE I GET 
LOST, AND- 



NO, DAVE-- 
WAITS DON'T 
LEAVE AiE 

HERE 
ALONE-I'U 
COME WITH 
YOU! 



And SO 
began that 
Strangest 

of alt 

zxvioratioMS 

-that 

t» journey 

} into a 

land created 

& ■ 
mysterious, 

occult 

forces- 

that 

ADVENTURE 

INTO 

THE 

UNKNOWN! 



DAVE - THOSE \ THEY'RE OF A SPECIES THAT 
TREES— I'VE /.EXISTED ONLY in medieval 
NEVER SEEN ANY ^EUROPE.' I DON'T KNOW 
LIKE THEM BEFORE.' ) WHAT THEY'RE DOING HERE 
THEY... THEY LOOK /--I DREW SOME WOODS ON 
THE MAP, BUT I CERTAINLY 
DIDN'T HAVE IN MIND TREES 
THAT HAVE BEEN EXTINCT 
SINCE THE PARR 

AGES1 




DAVID, LEAVE- 

OHHHf 



ft 



PAD/ 



i : 



NO — I MUST FIND OUT 
WHAT'S HAPPENED TO DAD-- 
TRY TO SAVE HIM « FROM 
WHATEVER IT IS THAT 
CAPTURED HIM.' 
COME ON! /ALL RIGHT.' 
I... I'D DIE OF 
FRIGHT IF YOU LEFT 
ME HERE ALONE, AND 
I MIGHT AS WELL DIE 
ONE WAV AS 



OH. DAVE... 7/fflSE 
HORRIBLE THINGS' 

WE'VE GOT TO LISTEN 
TO YOUR FATHER'S 
"*'' WARNING -LET'S 

GO BACK. 1 . 



Up i vp the craggy, forbidding 
slopes that have been newly created 
-yet somehow possess the dank odor 
of a. land rotting with age... vp through 
the mists to an ancient, slime-covered 
relic of the Middle Ages-ihe DARK 

AGES! 



ANOTHER.' 



The castle door creaJts back on hinges 
unused for centuries... and inside, the pairs 
footsteps echo hollowly, emptily, in a huge 
Cavern of Silent Shadows -shadows that 
suddenly move, and become tentacle-like arms*.. 



OH,DAVE,yoi/ 
COULDN'T HAVE JUST 
CREATED THIS... 
MONSTROSITY/ 
WHY, IT LOOKS 
AS IF IT'S A 
THOUSAND 
YEARS OLD.' 



THIS IS WHERE 

.THEY PROBABLY 

TOOK DAD/ 

WE MUST 

GO < 

inside! 



DAVE-HELP* 



YOU. ..WU DEVILS! 
GET YOUR SLIMVi 
HANDS OFF 
HER! 



IT'S LIKE AN ANCIENT 3AR0NIAL \ NO, DAVE ~ 
HALL -AND YOU CAN TELL FROM / IT'S NOT! 
THE SOUND OF OUR FOOTSTEPS J Ujgft Q/jji 

THAT ITS _ 

empty/ 



A-J 



JL 



AH, THEY STRUGGLE 
WITH GREAT FORCE -THEY 
MUST HAVE STRONG HEARTS - 
NOT LIKE THE OLD ONE! 
BUT THEY DO NOT KNOW RESISTANCE , 
IS USELESS ASAINSTOUR OTHER- 
WORLDLY STRENGTH 
AND CUNNING.' 





DAD" ARE YOU 
Alt RIGHT? OH, 
THANK HEAVENS 
YOU'RE ALIVE ~ 
WE'D AIL THOUGHT 
YOU PIED YEARS 
. AGO.' 

HI . 



YES, AND YOU ALL THOUGHT I WAS 

INSANE, Too! no one believed 

ME WHEN I TOLD OP MY DISCOVERY 

OF THE ALCHEMISTS' SECRET 

FORMULA FOR THE INK.' SO 

WHEN YOU PACKED ME OFF TO 

THE SEASHORE FOR AN ENFORCED 

REST, I TRIED IT OUT -I DREW 

A MAP, EXPLORED THE TERRITORY 

I CREATED -AND WA S 

CAPTURED BY THESE 
ALCHEMISTS! 



A 



w 



IT 4 



ALCHEMISTS? ) w aren-t really alive . 

YOU-YOU MEAN .Z" W**.' CENTURIES AGO, THEIRj 
THEY'RE ACTUALLY '^NSTUDIES IN SATANISM AND 
MEDIEVAL SORCERERS? ) DEMONDLOGY TAUGHT THEM 
BUT HOW CAN THEY BE /HOW TO PLACE THEMSELVES 
ALIVE - AFTER ALL ^|N A STATE OF SUSPENDED 
THESE CENTURIES? ) ANIMATION -- AND GAVE THEM 

THE SECRET OF THE INK- FORMULA, 

WHICH THEY PLACED IN THEIR 

BOOKS, HOPING SOMEONE 

WOULD STUMBLE ON IT IN 

THE DISTANT FUTURE- 

AND USE IT/ 



^sr^ 



-- BECAUSE AS SOON AS A MAP WAS DRAWN 
WITH THAT INK, THEY WOULD BE REVIVED 
AND WOULD LIVE IN THE WORLD THAT WAS 
CREATED .' BUT THEY STILL AREN'T TRULY 
ALIVE - THEV'RE IN A TWILIGHT WORLD 
BETWEEN LIFE AND DEATH, AND "LIVE" ONLY 
AS LONG AS THIS HALF-EXISTENT WORLD 
EXISTS.' IN ORDER TO BECOME ALIVE 
IN OUR WORLD- THE REAL WORLD-- 
THEY NEED JUST ONE THING - THE 
HUMAN HEART! ^m 



WES- -THE 
LIVING. , 

PULSING, 
HUMAN 
HEART! 



N \.\\ 



M 



hi 



VOUNG, HEALTHY HEARTS, TRANSPLANTED INTO 
OUR HALF-BODIES, WILL GIVE US ACTUAL LIRE 
-AND SEND US OUT TO CONTINUE OUR OCCULT 
SORCERY IN THE 20TH CENTURY.' AND WITH 
THE SUPERNATURAL POWERS WE POSSESS, 
THE ENTIRE WORLD WILL SOON FALL INTO 
OUR HANDS.' UNFORTUNATELY, THE OLD 
MAN'S HEART IS NOT STRONG ENOUGH 
TO GIVE ONE OF'US LIFE -BUT ^%s% 
SOUR HEARTS ARE.'- ^f? ^ 
SEIZE 7HS0IRL ^' 
FIRST! 



&L» 



S3I 





Minutes later... soon your heart will beat in 
MY body- and I wil LIVE 

AGAIN J THEN, WHEN I DESCEND TO VOUR WORLD. 
THE REAL WORLD, I WILL ARRANGE TO SEND OTHER 
HUMANS BACK HERE. SO THAT THE REST OF MY , 
ASSISTANTS CAN JOIN ME.' THEN -ALL EARTH 
WILL BE OURS I 



YOU...YOU 
DEMONS/ 



f LUCKY I TOOK IT ALONG WITH ME- BECAUSE ^J 
IF I CREATED THIS CASTLE BY DRAWING THIS 
MAP. I CAN ALSO DESTROY IT.' BUT I'LL HAVE 
BE VERY CAREFUL I DON'T DESTROY US 
ALONG WITH THE CASTLE.' FIRST, I'LL WET 

MV FINGER... ^^jj{ 




As David Jennings' moist forefinger S| 
presses against the map... 




THE DOOR'S LOCKED 
AND THERE'S NO 
OTHER WAY OUT OF 
HERE.' HEAVEN 
HELP THE POOR 
GIRL 




... 7HEN I'LL JUST BARELY TOUCH MY 
FINGER TO THE SPOT ON THE MAP WHERE 
THE CASTLE STANDS - AND PRAY THAT 
THE INK ISN'T WATERPROOF ~ 





NOW I'll JUST PRESS MY FINGER 1^ 
A IITTIE HARDER AGAINST ™Ex\*| 
MAP, AND •- HERE T X| 

WJNB GO, DA£/y ^fl 




i 1/ ^ 




X 




mT 


sis 


fir 


\ X--^ 


vVrdS* 



THAT DID IT.' 
AND NOW I'LL NEED 
BOTH HANDS, SO I'LL 
JUST STUFF THE MAP 
IN MY POCKET.' 





f kJl 




WE'LL HAVE TO MAKE 
A BREAK FOR IT-- 

COME ON, DAD! 





l i — ~ ii ■ .». — 



But, after a short, panicky run 



OHH-LOOH 

THERE'S THE 
SEA - AND 
THERE'S NO 
PLACE EL6E 
TO TURN .' 
WE'RE 
TRAPPED! 




BLAST IT •- I REMEMBER 
NOW - I HADN'T FINISHED THE 
MAP, AND THIS IS WHERE THE 
CREATED WORLD ENDS AND THE 
REAL MAINE SEACDAST BE5INS.'- 
-- GDT ANY IDEAS? 



DAD -• why 

DON'T you - 







■^ -^ s 





AND BV SPILLING THEIR FIENPISH INK 
INTO THE SEA, I'LL MAKE SURE THAT 
NO MAP CAN EVER AGAIN BE DRAWN 
WITH IT - AND THE ALCHEMISTS WILL 
BE DOOMED TO EXTINCTION 
FOR ETERNITY/ 



% 




rW 



i«4c-o*i^ 
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An hour later... 



HUNT I DIDNT MEAN NO 1 

HARM IN OFFERIN ' ONE TO YOU .' J 

NO, WE DONT t— S.VOU BOTH MUST BE CRAZY- 

WANT A ROAD-MAP- j ACTIN' AS IF A MAP WAS AN 

WE DON'T! y INSTRUMENT OF ^. 

THEDEVJL^M^) 
HIMSELF! J^ - 







r"S midnight, reader. Outside, where all 
Is blackness, the wind is howling like a 
banshee. It's a night for spirits, for eerie 
whispers from out of the Unknown, so — let's 
talk it over! 

We've got a lot to talk over this time. For 
Instance, let's discuss the banner issue of 
"Adventures Into The Unknown" that 
you've been reading. This time we've gone 
all out to bring you a star-studded lineup 
of super-thrillers that should hit a new 
high— because they're what you've asked 
for! Our experts have culled the field— and 
come up with an exciting variety of tense 
tales straight out of the chilling Unknown 
itself! There's "Marriage of Death," for in- 
stance—we'll bet you never thought of 
death as a person, nor dreamed of the 
strange adventures which would befall the 
woman of his choice! And for mysterious, 
other-worldly forces— well, you'll have to 
go far before encountering anything like 
"Realm of the Mist Gods!" Then, for grip- 

"Dear Editor:— 



ping imagination run riot, just cast your 
eyes over "Map of Magic"— and learn what 
happened to a man who made his own 
world— only to have it turn on him! Read- 
ing on, you'll find that the ocean itself can 
be haunted— as it was by that weird, form- 
less specter called "The Eel!" And you'll 
chill to "The Look of Death"— as strange 
and fascinating a yarn as you'll ever meet! 
They're all yours— for thrills and gasps! 
And we" hope you like them, because this 
is one magazine that's tailor-made for you! 
If they're what you want, tell us so— and 
if you don't like them, let us know that, too! 
You're the folks we want to hear from, with 
full reports on your preferences. Many of 
you have been sending in your reactions, 
and we're grateful for them, since they help 
us in shaping this, your exclusive publica- 
tion. We're pleased and proud at what we've 
been hearing — and we know you'll bear with 
us while we bring you a few samples of 
the correspondence which has been pouring 
in on us. Take a deep breath, and— let's go! 



iscar ciuiiui ;— - 

1 have read a good many, comics in my life, but none has been as good as 'Adventures 
Into The Unknown.' I think this book is tops, and that is puting it mildly, very mildly. 
I think it is great! It's— well, I think it's just wonderful! You ought to wnte more stor- 
ies like 'Shadow of the Panther,' 'When The Shaman Walked,' and 'The Thing at the Bot- 
tom of the Sea.' They all help to make the best book that anyone ever read! Keep up the 

great work! _ H Beatrice Williams, Detroit, Mich." 

"Dear Editor:— 

Recently I subscribed for twelve issues of ^Adventures Into The Unknown and have 
been receiving my regular bimonthly issues. However, you will recall that I also en- 
closed an extra twenty cents for the first two issues that were published. I have read 
other readers' letters about how they enjoyed such stories as The Living Ghost, The 
Werewolf Stalks,' 'The Old Tower's Secret' and 'The Castle of Otranto. These sound 
like just the type of storieB that I go for, but I would like to read them and find out. I 
have also been in suspense wondering what this 'Living Ghost is that everyone Is 

raving about Up to now, no one has bothered to mention the covers of your book. 

Your covers are a work of art, with each one the basis for a complete adventure into the 
unknown for a reader with a good imagination. Just keep the stones as good as the 

cover and I'll be happy! ■ ' „ * o m v» 

—James Parry, East Syracuse, N. Y. 

"Dear Editor:— 

Out of all the suspense books I have read, I really enjoy your magazine the best. It 
realty keeps you in suspense! All my friends read it, too, and I wish that Adventures 
Into The Unknown' could come out monthly instead of bimonthly. ... I wish to say, 
on behalf of my friends and myself— keep up the good work! 

— M. Sullivan, New York, N. Y." 

"Dear Editor:— 

I have read many comic books, but I have never found one that has held my attention 
as 'Adventures Into The Unknown' does. I watch the stands so that I won t miss an issue. 
To avoid this, I am sending $1.20 for a year's subscription. Thank you. 

—Helen Lewis, Rock Springs. Wyoming." 
Thanks, fans! And the rest of you folks— how's about hearing from youl" 




t is written: "What man does 
not know... what he cannot control 
...HE FEARS!" Tom Stubbs, deep- 
sea diver, could never know, never 
control, but only, finally, come to 
fear the unknown powers of the 
dread ocean tide that was called... 
THE EEL! 



} 



C TUBBS ANP HIS PARTY CAME 
JO THE CARIBBEAN ISLAND 
OF GIRUA IN SEARCH OF - - 



■■ SUNKEN ) you ARE DIVERS. 

TREASURE. *^\Senor.~ we are 

CHIEF... JEWELS'. ) 'SLANDERS, BUT 
AND WE AIM /D'VSRS. TOO.' ONE 
TO GET _/ WORD OF WARNING... 

THEM/ H BEWARE OF... 

THE EEL/ 




THE EEL is the MOST 

TREACHEROUS, POWERFUL CURRENT 
ON THE SEVEN SEAS.' HE COMES 
AND GOES -ATTACKS AND KILLS- 
LIKE SOMETHING ALIVE! HE 
HAS SUPERNATURAL POWERS 

UNKNOWN powers/ 



j£ 



SO BEWARE OF 
THE WRATH OF 
THAT ALL- 
POWERFUL 
TIDE... 

THEEEL! 



BAH.' THAT'S 

l$POOK STUFF! 

this heavy 
diving Suit is 
all i need 
against any 
CURRENT IN 
THE WORLD! 
I'M GOING DOWN 
j AFTER THAT 
TREASURE! 



Tom stubbs slipped under- 
water.~ and the shallow floor 
of the motionless sea was 
like a bottomless bog, 
embracing him, sucking 

HIM DEEP/ 




HE WENT UNDER, ROLLED FREE, WAS 
SUCKED DOWN AGAIN, FOUGHT HIS 
WAY UP... AND STAGGERED AHEAD... 

"P. 




THEN-. IN HIS PATH... A GIANT SEA 
CLAM.' IT LOOKED HARMLESS, 
JUST ANOTHER FOSSIL OF THE 
DEEP— UNTIL THE GAPING JAWS 
SLAMMED SHUTJ 



TOM STUBBS HACKED WITH HIS THIN-BLADED KNIFE 
UNTIL THE BREATH WAS DRY AND GASPING IN HIS 
THROAT AND PERSPIRATION SHADED THE WINDOW 
OF HIS HELMET... PRYING, TEARING HIMSELF LOOSE-. 



SLOWLY, HE DREW CLOSER TO THE SUBMERGED 
TREASURE-SHIP.- AND SUDDENLY, THE CLUB-LIKE 
HEAD OF THE SHARK CAME AT HIM FROM THE DARK 
SHADOWS... FIERCELY, HUNGRILY, TEETH BARED... 









the poor of the cabin slammed 
Shut! inside, helpless in 

the crushing grip of the tide, 
stubbs lay trapped, cut off, 

a prisoner of the unknown 

power known as... the eel ! 



MEANWHILE. ABOVE, THE TIME DRAGGED 
ON, AND TENSION GREW... 



1 



WE'RE NOT GETTING ANV T7 FEAR NOT, MY 
MORE SIGNALS FROM TOM, I FRIEND.' I WILL SEND 
CHIEF, AND WE CAN'TGET A MYSON.TAURO, TO 
THROUGH TO HIM.' _^ V FIND HIM.' 
I'M AFRAID— J+f~*- 




AS THOUGH THE SERPENT- LIKE 
CURRENT HAD HEARD, AND 
SUDDENLY RELENTED, IT RUSHED 
BACK... AND AWAY/ THE DOOR 
WAS FLUNG OPEN AS BY A 
GIANT UNDERSEA HAND... 





WORKING AGAINST TIME, TAURO 
REVIVED THE STRICKEN DIVER, 
HALF-LIFTED, HALF-CARRIED 
HIM UP AND OUT... TOWARDS 
SAFETY.' FEAR WAS FORGOTTEN... 
BUT ONE MEMORY REMAINED... 






THE EEL ! like some monster of the deep 

... ALIVE... ANGRY... COLD... IT REACHED OUT FOR 
THE LIVES OF AIL THE MEN ABOARD THAT 
UNLUCKY SHIP.' 



LOOK- RUN! 
SAVE YOURSELVES.' 

VENGEANCE 

»S UPOH US.' »T 

is THE EEL! 

HE'S COME FOR 
THE TREASURE... 
COME TO 
PUNISH US.. 

THE EEL! 




3 



MAY THE GODS OF THE SEA 
PROTECT US ALL... FOR WE ARE 
LOST SOULS.' ... THE EEL HAS 
COMEi FROM THE SEA WE HAVE 
RISEN «. TO THE SEA WE 
SHALL RETURN'. SPARE US. 
EEL OF THE SEA... WE ARE 
INNOCENT/ 





STRANGELY LACKING IN RAIN, 
THUNDER OR LIGHTNING, THE 
MONSTROUS TIDAL WAVE SWEPT 
OVER THE PECK OF THE VESSEL, 
LEVELING ALL IN ITS PATH... LIRE 
A BOLT FROM THE SKY.~ OR 
THE SEA.' 






AND THEN, AS PEACE WAS RESTORED AND 
ANXIOUS EVES SWEPT THE DECK... 




IN THE AFTERMATH OF THE 

storm ... OR THE EEL... 



THERE THEY ARE... SWEPT 

OFF THE DECK.' SCATTERED 

TO THE WAVES. ..TO 

THE SEAS 



BACK BELOW... TO 
THE LAIR OF >i 

THE EEL.' "\ 

FOREVER WILL ) 
THE EEL PROTECT Z 
THOSE WHO ARE OF 
GOOD HEART™ PUNISH 
THOSE WHO HARBOR 
EVIL ...ANP ALWAYS 
CLAIM HIS OWN! 







■% - - 



DON l »fc PISCOURAGEP RISE AN 
[ SHINE-THERMS ANOTHER 
> KINO OF SQUARE- SO 
DON'T recline; 









7ot Aec<rm<me*ded 
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THE GREATEST GROUP 
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IJE'D done it — his experiment had 
worked! 

Clutching the next day's newspaper 
in trembling hands, Professor Peter 
Halvorsen staggered to his armchair 
and lay back, panting heavily, trying 
to ignore the growing pain around his 
heart.. Yes, it had worked— but the ex- 
periment had exacted an awful toll on 
his body. 

The professor leaned back, trying to 
quiet the heart that pounded against 
his chest like the booming of a tom- 
tom. There was one sure way to relax, 
he knew — all he had to do was think 
back over the years that had led to to- 
day's tremendous triumph, the most 
stupendous achievement of the age. 
He'd let his memories soothe and calm 
him — the memories of all those years 
since he had discovered the Third Book 
of Thoth in a secret vault in the Pyra- 
mid of Thebes. 

Twelve years ago it was — and twelve 
years of laborious, heart-breaking de- 
ciphering had followed. He'd given up 
his position as Professor of Egyptology 
and Occultology to devote all his time 
to translating the ancient symbols of 
occult wisdom. He'd kept his discovery 
of the Book of Thoth a secret, afraid 
that the public would laugh at his at- 
tempts to solve the mystery of time! 

But they wouldn't laugh now, when 
he told them that he had actually car- 
ried out themagical rites, the uncanny 
invocations to unknown spirts — and 
had actually projected .himself a day 
ahead into the future! 



The professor turned his head and 
glanced fondly at the incredibly an- 
cient Third Book of Thoth, lying in 
its silver box on the table at his side. 
Yes, it had taught him the occult se- 
cret of traveling in time — even though 
the anguished wrench from one time 
dimension to another had almost kill- 
ed him. 

But he was beginning to feel better 
now, strong enough to light a cigarette 
before he looked at the proof of his 
success — the newspaper he held clutch- 
ed in one hand. Tomorrow's newspa- 
per — carrying news that had not yet 
even happened! 

He leafed through it now, thinking 
of how he had staggered down the 
street tomorrow to the corner news- 
stand so that he would know he hadn't 
been dreaming. The professor idly 
turned another page, stared in horror 
— and leaped to his feet with a cry of 
anguish. Suddenly he staggered, clutch- 
ed his heart, and pitched to the floor, 
his cigarette falling near the newspaper. 

A thin curl of smoke arose, and then 
the greedy flames began eating away at 
the column that read : 
"NOTED EGYPTOLOGIST DIES 

Professor Peter Halvorsen died yes- 
terday in a fire that utterly consumed 
his home. The renowned scholar is be- 
lieved to have suffered a heart attack 
before the blaze occurred, and there 
is no hint of the cause of the fire. Po- 
lice are investigating a strange silver 
box full of ashes, found near the 
body . . ." 
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LLJy far the strangest specter ever 
dreamed of was the one who for years 
suddenly appeared at odd intervals to 
help the eminent artist, Elliott Dainger- 
field, paint some of hie greatest works/ 
Daingerfield has been called one of 
America's most imaginative artiste- 
thanks to the PHANTOM ART CRITIC, 
whose spectral counsel so strangely 
swayed him/ -ci 

J&titik 
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EST ALL STARTEP THE NIGHT MRS. PAINGER- 
FIELP AWOKE SUPPENLy TO A STARTLING 
SIGHT... 



OHHf WHO. 
WHAT ARE VOU? 



-^//^% 



EEn peep cavernous tones. 



HIS 



PAINTING-- HE MUST DEEPEN-- THE 
VALUE OF- THE TREES IN THE FORE 
GROUND --/WOVE THE CLOUD-- 
NEARER THE MIDDLE - 
OR THE SKY/ 



\\ 



F^N THE MORNING. WHEN MRS. PAINGERFIELP REPORT 
ED THE UNCANNY PHENOMENOHTO HER HUSBAND... 



IT- IT WAS 
FANTASTIC.'/ 

ELLIOTT, I NEVER 
GO INTO VOUR 
STUDIO- TELL ME, 
ARE YOU WORKING 



ON A LANDSCAPE WITH 

TREES AND. 

CLOUD 

THE 



.. IS FANTASTIC- -BECAUSE IT'S A 
PERFECT CRITICISM OF THE PAINTING 
I'M WORKING OH! I'VE HAD THE 
FEELING THAT SOMETHING WAS 
WRONG WITH IT. BUT NOW THAT 
...THAT APPARITION HAS 



MENTIONED IT, I KNOW WHAT'S 
WRONG WITH IT/ STRANGE AS 
I'M GOIHG TO 
ADVICE/ 





fjT DID COME AGAIN, AT OPP INTERVALS FOR 
OVER. THIRTY YEARS/ WHENEVER THE ARTIST 
SEEMED TO BE MOST IN NEED OF HELP, THE 
PHANTOM WOULD APPEAR- -AND ITS GHOSTLY 
WORDS OP COUNSEL HELPED MAKE MASTER- 




[ZJaingerfielp heeded its words-but 
only once did the phantom appear 
directly to him! it was late one 
afternoon, when the artist had laid 
his brushes down in piscourasement... 



NOTHING I'VE TRIED MAKES ANY IMPROVE- 
MENT.' THE PAINTING OF THE MADONNA AND 
CHILD IS GOOD ENOUGH, 
BUT SOMETHING... 
SOMETHIN6 IS 
M'SSING 

MAKE. 




nUDPENLY. .. A" CIRCLE/ ENCLOSE 
. . i i jt IT-- IN A CIRCLE/ ■«■■ 




HIND ANYONE WHO VISITS THE METROPOLITAN 
MUSEUM OF ART IN NEW YOR<, OR THE NATIONAL 
GALLERY, CAN SEE THE MAGNIFICENT PICTURES 
PAINTED BY ELLIOTT PAINGERFIELP- WITH THE 
HELP OF THE PHANTOM ART CRITIC . . . WHOM 
ELLIOTT BELIEVED TO BE A GHOSTLY SPIRIT OF 

A ma CENTURY master! 






OH, YEAH? DON'T YOU 8E SO HASTY ABOUT THAT 
SPYGLASS, REAPER — AT LEAST, NOT UNTIL YOU KNOW 
ALL ABOUT ITS STRANGE POWERS AND THE EVEN 
STRANGER STORY CONNECTED WITH IT- A STORY 
THAT BEGINS IN THE PAWNSHOP OWNED BY ONE 
MAC MACAULEY... 



QH.OH-ANOTHCR CHARACTER/ 
WHY DO ALL THE QUEER PUCKS HAVE 
TO COME TO MY PAWNSHOP? - YOU 
CAN'T MAKE APIME OUT OF THEM.' 
I'LL GET RID OF THIS ONE IN i 
A HURRY/ 




LAST NIGHT THE VOICE CAllEP 
TO ME -ORDERING ME TO RETURN 
IMMEDIATELY TO TIBET! BUT SINCE 
WE ARE FOgBIDDEN TO USE TELE- 

PORTATI0M to travel instantly 

FROM ONE POINT ON THE GLOBE 70 
ANOTHER, I MUST 60 BY ORDINARY 
MEANS - AND FOR THAT I NEEP 
PASSAGE MONEY' YOU 

W/LL GIVE IT TO ME/ 





OH, A SPYGLASS, EH! WELL, IT 
MIGHT BE WORTH A COUPLE OF 
BUCKS -- I'LL JUST 
LOOK THROUGH IT I M) / | T /S 

M ? SE , E E J T ' S J FORBIDDEN FOR 
ANYGOOP.' / T HE UNINITIATED TO 

LOOK THROUGH THE 

SACRED GLASS.' 

DO NOT PUT 

VailREYE 

TO IT.' 



•/; 



v. 



HUH -- THE LENSES MUST BE PLAIN 
GLASS IF YOU DON'T WANT ME TO TRY ' 
IT OUT.' HERE, TAKE IT BACK AND 
GET OUT OF - NO - WAIT! 






I Will. LEAVE MY PORTRAIT HERE 
FOR SAFEKEEPING , SINCE IT WOULD - 

'MERELY ENCUMBER ME ON MY VOYAGE.' 

FAREWELL, UNTIL WE MEET AGAIN.' 
BUT REMEMBER -DO HOT IOOK 

THROUGH THE, 

SACRED 

lens: 

Y/ 



DON'T WORRY- 
I PROMISE 

you i won't.' 

00/V VOYAGE! 







OH, WELL, ALL THAT IS UNIMPORTANT 
COMPARED TO THIS LITTLE SWEETHEART ' 
OF A SPYGLASS/ I'VE NEVER SEEN SUCH 
ENORMOUS MAGNIFICATION IN SUCH A 
SMALL dOB --AND ITS CRYSTAL CLEAR.' 
IT MUST BE A FOREIGN MAKE - I'LL 
TAKE IT HOME AND TRY IT OUT SOME 
MORE TONIGHT.' 



THAT NIOHT... 



AH, THERE'S THAT BLONDE 

ACROSS THE WAY.' I'VE NEVER 

REALLY HAP A CHANCE TD SEE WHAT HER 
FACE LOOKS LIKE - BUT NOW 




r THE - THE MOMENT I LOOKED AT 

/HER THROUGH THE GLASS... SHE... SHE 

(•HAD THAT SAME SPELL AS THAT CAR- 

' DRIVER •- AND HE HAD HIS JUST 

AS Z LOOKEP AT HIM! IS IT JUST 

A COINCIDENCE -OR—1 

WAIT— THAT SCREWBALL WHO 

GAVE ME THIS - HE WARNED ME 

NOT TO LOOK THROUGH IT 1 . 

IT'S NOT COINCIDENCE.' IT... IT 

MUST BE THIS... THIS THING! 



SHE'S SETTING UP -JUST SEEMS 
I STUNNED J BUT I WONDER... 

IF LOOKING AT PEOPLE FOR A 
) SECOND THROUGH THIS SPY- 
GLASS DOSS KNOCK THEM OUT, 
j WHAT WOULD HAPPEN IF I 
KEPT LOOKING AT THEM? 
WOULD IT... HILL? I... I'VE 
f GOT TO FIND OUT... SOMEHOW!, 



OKAY, MACAULEY-THIS IS IT! THE 
BOSS IS GETTIN• TIRED O' WAITIN' 
FER THAT PROTECTION MONEY YUH 
OWE 'IM.' EITHER YUH 
PAY UP TONIGHT, 

OR -- _^-> ; SURE 1 MGSURE! 

I'VE GOT THE MONEY 

RIGHT HERE .' BUT I'M 

GLAD YOU CALLED FOR IT, 

BECAUSE YOU CAN HELP ME 

OUT ON SOMETHING.' YOU 

SEE, MY HOBBY IS 

SPYGLASSES 

AND I'VE GOT TO ADJUST, 
THIS NEW ONE 
I JUST GOT.' 




'% 



IT iS THE \l STOPPED BREATHING -PULSE IS 

SPYGLASS-- ) GONE HE'S DEAD.' it took 

IT KNOCKED HIM < LESS THAN HALF A MINUTE -AND 
OUT.' AND IF I' /-^THERE'S NOT A SUSPICIOUS 
KEEP LOOKING AT HIM...} MARK ON HIM/ I'LL HAVE 

WILL L T0 CALL AN AMBULANCE, BUT 
IT ''IML*''* IN THE CLEAR! THERE'S 
- NOTHIN6 TQ SH0W 

FOUL PIAVJ 



LATER... \\STRflMSE... APPARENTLY A 



r* 



ft. 



m 



^_ 



'NATURAL DEATH... BUT FROM 
CAUSES UNKNOWN! CASES LIKE THESE 
SHOW US MEDICAL MEN HOW LITTLE WE 
KNOW ABOUT LIFE -AND DEATH! FOR 
EXAMPLE, I HAD 
A CAR -CRASH /DONT WORRY, MR. MACaULEY.' 
YICTIMTHIS <m I'M FILE MY REPORT 
MORNING mxr CLEARING YOU 

fc#ti *M~^fflL completely!, 






FIREFLVS 

STUMBLING 

-HE'S 

GOING 

DOWN! 




WOW, YOU'RE PROBABLY ) STICK 

THE ONLY ONE WHO yr^MOUNO, 

HAD MONEY ON 

HUMDRUM -AND 

I LOST MY SHIRT 

ON THAT RACE.' 

I'VE NEVER SEEN 

ONE LIKE IT BEFORE--, 

WITH AIL THOSE 

FAVORITES FALLING, 

LIKE FLIES/ 




AS TIME PASSED... 



I'M A MILLIONAIRE NOW, AND IT'S 
ONLY THE BEGINNING.' BUT I CANT 
SEEM TO KEEP MY MIND OFF THAT 
SCREWBALL WHO GAVE ME THE 
SPVGlhSS - WHAT IF HE 
COMES BACH? AM 
I BECOMING AFRAID OF 
HIM? NO, I CANT BE'. 




THERE - THIS'lL PROVE IM 
NOT AFRAID OF HIM ! HAW- I'LL 
HAVE A BIG LAUGH EVERY TIME 
I LOOK UP AT THAT 
FOOL'S FACE/ 




A MONTH LATER... 



I'VE GOT MORE THAN ENOUGH 
I NOW TO START BUVING UP 



CONTROLLING INTERESTS IN THE BIGGEST CORPORATIONS 
IN THE COUNTRY/ I'LL START WITH THE MUNITIONS 
INDUSTRIES -- THEY'LL COME IN HANDY IN CASE I 
WANT TO ESTABLISH MY OWN PRIVATE 





YES, IT WAS SOLD AT AUCTION - AND SOMEWHERE, IN 
SOMEONE'S POSSESSION TODAY, IS THAT GLASS OF DEATH.' 
PERHAPS IT'S THE SPYGLASS THAT YOU BOUGHT 
RECENTLY, READER. -OR MAYBE IT'S THE ONE YOU 
NOTICED IN THAT ANTIQUE OR PAWNSHOP WINDOW 
YESTERDAY - HMMMM ? 





LUXURY SEAT COVERS 
SAVE YOU MONEY! 



Same Superb Quality As Used 

In The Most Expensive Seat Covers. 

Buy from Luxury and SAVE TREMENDOUSLY on 
smartest, new style, color glamorous seat covers! Lacquer- 
coated to repel water, LUXURY Genuine Fibre Seat 
Covers are double-stitched, trimmed with rich leatherette 
for extra long, luxury wear! Expertly tailored, RICHER, 
STRONGER, Revolutionary -New ELASTICIZED 
SLIP-OVER SIDES assure FAULTLESS FIT . . . NO 
INSTALLATION COST! All in stunning Scotch Plaids 
of soft, harmonious multi-color weaves! Make old cars 
look like new . . . new cars even more elegant! 

SMARTEST SCOTCH PLAIDS 

YOUR CHOICE OF 23 

SPARKLING COLORS.' 



A— 



5. MONEY 
SAVING! 
STURDY! 



EASILY INSTALLED — 

TAKES A FEW MINUTES! 

(on all make cars) 
Specify style for YOUR car. 



WHATEVER YOUR CAR 
HERE ARE YOUR COVERS! 
Guaranteed perfect, fit for 
every popular make and 
model, old or new, in- 
cluding— 

BUICK 

CADILLAC 

CHEVROLET 

CHRYSLER 

DeSOTO 

DODGE 

FORD 

FRAZER 

HUDSON 

KAISER 

LAFAYETTE 



«o^ 



to* e,S CO- 



LaSALLE 
LINCOLN 
MERCURY 
NASH 

OLDSMOBILE 
PACKARD 
PLYMOUTH 
PONTIAC 
STUDEBAKER 
TERRAPLANE 
WILLYS 
And Many Others 

SENT ON APPROVAL 



TYPE A - Solid 
back for 4 -door .se- 
dan... front or rear. 
Hear for coach or 
coupe. 

TYPE B— Divided 
back, solid seat for 
front coupe or coach. 
TYPE C — Individ- 
ual seats or bucket type 
for divided back and seat. 





BUY FROM LUXURY 
AND SAVE! ACT NOW 
Satisfaction Guaran- 
teed or 5-Day Money- 
Back TEST AT OUR 
RISK. 



SENT ON APPROVAL! SEND NO MONEY! 



LUXURY SEAT COVER CO., Dept. 20 
1025 Broad St., Newark 2, N. J. 

Gentlemen: Kindly rush LUXURY Seat Covers on special 

5-day Money-Back Inspection Offer. 

Color „ 2nd Color 

□ Full set front 8c back covers $8.95. My car is a 19 

Make 

□ Front seat cover only, $4.98. □ 2-door □ 4-door 

□ Back seat cover only, $4.98. 
□ Type A □ Type B □ Type C 

On delivery I'll pay postman purchase price plus few cents 
postage and C.O.D. charges; 

Name 



MONEY-BACK GUARANTEE 
with 5 -Day FREE Trial 



Address. 
City 



..Zone State.. 



□ $•' 



(PLEASE PRINT) 
purchase price enclosed. You pay postage. 







IN THE 
PRIVACY OF YOUR OWN HOME 



Now you can make records of your 
singing, talking, reciting, or instru- 
ment playing right in your own 
home! No longer need the high price 
of recording machines or studio 
facilities prevent you or your family 
from hearing their own voice or 
playing. No Experience 
Necessary. Set up the 
New Home Record 
Maker, play, talk, or 
sing, and immediately 
you have a record 
which you and your 
friends can enjoy. 




MAKE VOUR OWN RECORDS** HOME 



IT'S AMAZINGLY SIMPLE! 

Make records right in your own home by just singing, talking, 
acting or playing a musical instrument into your own record 
player using a NEW HOME RECORD MAKING UNIT. This 
wonderful little unit records on the blank records furnished 
with your recording kit. No processing of the record required 
just make your recording and it is immediately ready for 
playback. USE THE NEW HOME RECORD MAKER with 
most any standard record player- hand winding, portable, 
radio-phono combination or electrical phonographs operating 
on either AC or DC 




2&£ks^& 



:T*Cft. 




PLAYS BACK AT ONCE 



Record jokes, imitations, voices and in- 

struments - and play for happy, happy 

memories. Vou can play new record at once! Give yourself, your family and 
friends a thrill! Records can be played back on ANY phonograph. 

SING- PLAY- TALK 
Have lots of fun! Record voices of seldom-seen but 
well-loved friends and dear ones. Make greeting 
records Birthday. Anniversary Greetings for your 
loved ones. 



tASY AS SPfAKING INTO A PHONf 




What is the Recordograph ? 



The recordegraph is an accoustical de- 
vice for making home recordings to be 
used with a record player or turn-table. 

WHAT DO I GET? 

You get the complete unit needed to 
make recordings at home. Accoustic re- 
cording head, special 
recording needle, play- 
back needles, 2 two- 
sided records (enough 
for 4 recordings), spi- 
ral feeding attachment 
and complete easy to 
follow direction; 



Use your NEW HOME RECORD MAKER any- 
time and perform as comfortably as you'd talk on 
the telephone needs no special "recording tech- 

perience necessary. 5e c ° r Ji_l°I_i_Ji5i2i r . din 5i-l. n iL U ---. 

SCOPE SALES CORP., Dept. 46-D 
1 Orchard Street, New York 1, N. Y. 

Send entire RECORD MAKING OUTFIT, including 2 blank two-tided 

□ Send C.O.D. I will pay postman $4.98 plus postage. 
[ 1 Send additional blank records at SJ per doien. 




r$4.9ft, send complete outfit postpaid. 



